Infantilism 


JUST A BIG BABY 

I feel like the most trapped 
person in the world a prisoner 
in a prison without walls. I know 
I can never escape—maybe I 
don't want to—but writing 
about it will at least ease my 
agony. 

A lot of my problems must 
have to do with my childhood. 
My father died overseas, when I 
was very young. I only vaguely 
remember him. My mother was 
all the closerto me because there 
was just the two of us. She 
mothered me terribly, though I 
didn’t realize it at the time. The 
kids in school certainly realized 
it and they teased me 
mercilessly, me a mama's boy. 
I was always a sensitive child 
and cried easily. 

College was a chance for me 
to start all over. I put my past 
behind me, but it wasn't that 
easy. Maybe I could fool myself, 
but not others...not a certain 
type of woman. Maybe there’s 
an invisible brand that certain 
women can see. If there is, 
Cynthia certainly saw it. 

Cynthia was a middle-aged 
English teacher at the college 1 

attended. She was very strict 
from the “old school.” And she 
was hard on me right from the 
beginning. She singled me out 
for abuse in the classroom. 

It got so bad that I finally 
decided to have a showdown 
with her. I made an 
appointment to meet her in her 
office. As I walked down the hall 
to her office, I went over my 
arguments in my own mind. But 
they vanished the second I got in 
her office. 

Sitting behind her desk in a 
dark gray suit, she leveled a 
finger at me and shouted, “You 
have no sense of discipline, no 
goals. You're likeachild, Harry. 
You don’t deserve to be in 
college. You’re just a little 
baby.” 

Then she pulled open herdesk 
drawer and. to my utter 
amazement, took out a baby’s 
pacifier. She tossed it across the 
desk and said. “Here, this is 
what babies suck on. Why don't 
you try it. It’ll calm you down.” 
Taunting me, she said. “You 
look like you're about to cry.” 


I stared at her in rage. But 
then a different emotion took 
over and as I looked at the 
pacifier I felt drawn to it. With a 
trembling hand I reached out 
and touched it. It was flesh- 
colored and made of rubber. As 
I took it in my hand, I caressed 
the soft rubber material and 
found it actually did have a 
soothing effect on me. 

When Cynthia said, “Put it in 
your mouth, little baby,” I 
found I could not resist. I put the 
pacifier in my mouth and began 
to suck on it. At the same time, I 
felt my penis beginning to grow 
inside my loose-fitting pants. 

“That’s right,” Cynthia said, 
coming from behind the desk, 
“baby feels better now, doesn't 
he?” I nodded, revolted by what 
was happening and yet feeling 
totally under the control of this 
stern authority figure. She sat 
on the arm of my chair and 
pulled my head against her 
chest, stroking my hair. “There, 
there,” she said, “just relax.” 

She looked down at my pants 
and said, “I .see baby’s feeling all 
better.” She reached down and 
gently touched my penis. I 
curled my legs up as she stroked 
both my head and my cock. I 
don't know how long we stayed 
like that, but when she took the 
nipple from my mouth she said, 
“You come to my house tonight 
and well talk about your 
problem further.” 

I arrived at my teacher’s 
house at eight that evening and 
was surprised to see she had an 
apron on. She pointed to the 
bathroom and said. “Get in 
there and change, little boy.” 

Once in the bathroom, I 
discovered that she had 
fashioned a man-sized diaper 
out of a sheet. It was the turning 
point in my life. I knew I could 
run from the bathroom and 
leave her now, but I didn’t have 
the strength. I wanted someone 
who would tell me what to do 
and Cynthia seemed so 
powerful. I just couldn't disobey 
her. 

I took off all my clothes and 
slipped into the diaper. She had 
laid out safety pins on the sink 
and I fastened them into place. 
When I came out into the living 
room with nothing on but the 
diaper, Cynthia nodded 
approvingly. She sat on the 
living room sofa, patted her lap 
and said, “Come to mama.” 


I climbed up onto her lap and 
rested my head against her 
breast again. Cynthia rocked me 
for a few moments, then began 
rubbing my naked legs. As my 
prick began to bob to life, she 
snaked her hand beneath the 
diaper and rubbed the head 
between her fingers. 1 gurgled 
like an infant as she jerked me 
off 

I tried to reach beneath me for 
her pussy, but she slapped my 
hand and said, “That’s not what 
babies are supposed to do.” She 
unbuttoned her blouse and took 
out one of her mammoth tits. 
She had those kind of middle- 
aged tits that hang down to the 
belly. It was all saggy and 
withered and as she raised it to 
my mouth, I thought I would 
faint from the excitement. 

“Baby needs to be nursed,” 
she said. When I resisted, she 
pried my mouth apart and 
inserted her nipple. My 
humiliation was complete. As 1 
sat on her lap I began to suck 
gently on her nipple. She let me 
clutch her breast in my hands, 
but she wouldn’t let me touch 
her pussy. 

Her hands went back beneath 
my diaper and started to play 
with my dick again. “You just 
can't control yourself, can you, 
boy,” she scolded, squeezing my 
dick and sliding her old hands 
up and down the shaft faster and 
faster. 

“I guess there’s only one way 
to make this thing go soft, isn’t 
there?” 

I nodded, my eyes closed, 
sucking away on her tits with my 
legs curled up on her lap. 1 fell so 
terribly used and disgraced. But 
at the same time I felt an 
excitement pulsing in me that 1 
had never known. 

Cynthia moved her hand 
faster on my cock, her other 
hand going under the diaper 
now and playing with my balls. I 
rocked back and forth on her lap 
and she said.“Come on, you bad 
boy. Squirt that dingy into 
mama's hand.” Her voice was 
ragged now and 1 knew she was 
as excited as 1 was. 

At last relief came as I shot 
cum up into her hand and my 
diaper. 1 felt my hot. sticky 
semen as it spread inside the 
material, making it all wet. 
When I opened my eyes, I saw 
Cynthia was biting her bottom 
lip and I knew she’d come as 
well. 


3he moved 
her hand faster on 
my cock, her other 
hand going under 
the diaper, playing 
with my balls. 


She made me stay like that in 
the diaper until the cum dried. 
That night set the stage for the 
years that followed. Cynthia’s 
taken me into her household 
now. I visit her every couple of 
days. She even had a man-sized 
crib built for me. When 1 
graduated. I got a job right here 
in town and we’ve continued this 
way. 

I wish I could break out of this 
abominable habit, but I know I 
can’t. It's repulsive and I feel like 
less than a man. But the 
climaxes I have are more 
powerful than what I’ve ever 
experienced with straight sex. 
It’s like a narcotic and I can’t get 
away from it. She totally 
dominates me and I know I’m 
powerless to ever get away. 
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